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HAPPENS 1OeTHE HEART 


| was always working steady — Now the angel's got a fiddle Sure it failed my little fire 


But | never called it art And the devil's got a harp But it’s bright the dying spark 
| was funding my depression — Every soul is like a minnow Go tell the young messiah 
Meeting Jesus reading Marx — Every mind is like a shark What happens to the heart 
Sure it failed my little fire I've opened every window 

But it’s bright the dying spark — But the house, the house is dark june 24, 2016 

Go tell the young messiah Just say Uncle, then it’s simple ) 


What happens to the heart What happens to the heart 


There's a mist of summer kisses | was always working steady 
Where | tried to double-park — But | never called it art 

The rivalry was vicious The slaves were there already 
And the women were in charge The singers chained and charred 
it was nothing, it was business Now the arc of justice bending 
But it left an ugly mark And the injured soon to march 
So I’ve come here to revisit _| lost my job defending 

What happens to the Heart What happens to the Heart 


| studied with this beggar 

He was filthy he was scarred 
By the claws of many women 
He had failed to disregard 
No fable here no lesson 

No singing meadow lark 

Just a filthy beggar blessing 
What happens to the heart 


| was selling holy trinkets 

| was dressing kind of sharp 
Had a pussy in the kitchen 
And a panther in the yard 

in the prison of the gifted 

| was friendly with the guard 
So | never had to witness 
What happens to the Heart 


| was always working steady 
But | never called it art 

| could lift, but nothing heavy 
Almost lost my union card 

| was handy with a rifle 

My father’s .303 

We fought for something final 
Not the right to disagree 
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| DO 


| do, | love you Mary 
More than [can say 

Cuz if Lever said it 
They'd take us both away 


They'd lock us up for nothing 
And throw away the key 

The world don’t like us Mary 
They're on to you and me 


We got a minute Mary 
Before they pull the plug 
50 seconds maybe 


you know that’s not enough Bt ey a 
Ral ak ui 
‘100 
bab 
30 seconds baby triy sho or uM 


Is all we got to love 
And if they catch us laughing 
They gonna rough us up 


| do, | love you Mary 
More than | can say 

Cuz if | ever said it 
They’‘d take us both away 


They’d lock us up for nothing 
And throw away the key 

The world don’t like us Mary 
They're on to you and me 


LAMBCHOPS 


g of those lambbchops 


thinkin 
ther night 


at Moishe’s the 0 


we all taste goad to ane another 


most bodies are good to eat 
even reptiles and insects 


even the poisonous lutefisk of Norway 
buried in the dirt 4 million years before serving 


and the poisonous blowfish of Japan 


can be prepared 
to insure reasonable risks 


at the table 


if the crazy god did not want us to eat one another 
why make our flesh so sweet 


| heard it on the radio 
a happy rabbit at the rabbit farm 
saying to the animal psychic 


971 PM 
sn, 
don't be sad : 
it’s lovely here pe Zz . xt 
they're so good to us A S/N | 
were not the only ones fA 
said the rabbit 
comforting her 
> 

everyone gets eaten 
as the rabbit said a 


to the animal psychic 
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NO TIME TO CHANGE 


Marthe toe Nanipe 
The lar hwarel lob 


enue h to late 
My pentle Vycneok Cirelesys (s the Way 


low late to make 
The men ashamed 
hor what they le 
With naked (Maries 


Too late to fall 
Upon my sword 
| have no sword 
I's JOOS 


How dare [care 
What's on my plate 
() pentle book 


You're much too late 


You missed the point 
Of poetry 

It’s all about them 
Not about me 
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| CAN’T TAKE IT ANYMORE 


oe He 

we the surface 
we were married at the core 

| can’t take it anymore 


surely there must be 

a limit for the rich 

and a hope unto the poor 
| can’t take it anymore 


and the lies that they tell 
about G-d 

as if they owned the store 
| can't take it anymore 


tWis unit working anymore 


-- ee VET SS eas - 


unprerow 


{ ao cayl cores ryigeht 


Wher the title wae Ly py 


there wert eights ft the oky 


this | lich ree heer 
tcl bye aug! ina thee grip 


c yf the cprecheet tO 


And dite hed on a byerage fy 
Where the sea hates to go 
With a child in rrry arnns 
And a chill in my soul 
Add erty heart the shape 


Of a begging bow! 
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me Tower of Toledo 


had ne contro! 
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rive —yadie of the night. 
al a us 
ee musicans. the audience, 
ace Socoved rm gratitude. 
There wes nothing but 
Ae sary darkness, 
je gel of fresh ast hay, 
and 2 hand of wind caressing 
eyery singe forehead. 

gor’? even remember the music. 
4 wide UTNSON whispering arose 
wruct | cadn’t understand. 
Wine: | jet the stage 

zcked the promoter 
wren they were S2ying, 
tHtE-19, tOTETO 


+ yourg woman drove me back to the hotel, 


2 fowe & the race. 


LS the windows were rolled down. 


t was 2 ride free from error. 

‘ contd nat feel the road 

ox the pull of destination. 

Wie die’t speak 

200 there was no question of her 
entering the lobby, 

oO” Constr to my room. 

Only recently 


' reenibased that drive of long ago, 


208 since then, 
I need to be weightless 


But | never am. 
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; CAN'T BREAK THE CODE 


i, ant break the code 
iW ou frozen love 
is too late fo know 


What the password was 


| reach for the past 


Like a last resort 


Though we've squandered the truth 
And there’s little left 

We can still sweep the room 

We can still make the bed 


When the world is false 
| won't say it’s true 
When the darkness calls 
| will go with you 


In a time of shame 

In the great Alarm 

When they call your name 
We'll go arm in arm 


Revised August 21, 2015 


when the is wot cath yoo 


I'M LOOKING AT THE FLAG 


I'm looking at the flag 
My hand against my heart 


i we could win 
( of) these wars we like to start 


THE LUCKY NIGHTINNN 


Let’s say that on that lucky nipht 
| found my house in order 
and | could slip away unseen 


tho’ burning with desire 


Escaping down a secret stair 

| cross into the forest 

The night is dark but | am safe— 
My house at last in order 


But luck or not, | do it right 

and no one sees me leaving 
Hidden, blind and secret night— 
my heart the only beacon 


But O that beacon lights my way 
more surely than the sun, 

and She is waiting for me there— 
Of all and all, the only One 


And then the night commands me 
to enter in Her side 

and be as Adam is to Eve 

before they need divide 


So | can show Her what’s been kept 
for Her and Her alone— 

a secret place that Love had left 
before the world was born 


Her nipples underneath My hand 
Her fingers in My hair— 

a forest crying from the dead 

and fragrance everywhere 


And from the wall a grazing wind 
weightless and serene 

wounds Me as | part Her lips 

and wounds Us in between 


SUNDAY MARCH 7, 2004) 


And fastened here, surrendered to 


\ty Lover and My Lover, 


We spread and drown as lilies do— 


forever and forever 
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HE SAYS HE WANTS TO KILL Us 


he says he wants to kill us 

he says it very often 

just let him know you love him 
his attitude will soften 


let’s wait a little while 

let's wait a little longer 

the enemy is gaining strength 
let's wait until he’s stronger 


ROSHI SAID 


i 
Roshi said: 


Jikan san, there’s something | want you to 


know 


yes, Roshi 


you are the worst student I’ve ever had 


z. 

| disappeared for ten years. 

When I came back to Los Angeles 
Roshi invited me for dinner. 

After dinner Roshi wanted to see me 


alone. 

Roshi said: 

When you left half of me died. 
| said: 

| don’t believe you. 

Roshi said: 

Good answer. 


a. 


During Roshi’s sex scandal (He was 105) 
my association with Roshi 
was often mentioned in the newspaper 


reports. 
Roshi said: 
| give you lots of trouble. 


| said: 


Yes, Roshi, you give mo 
lots of trouble. 


Roshi said: 

| should die. 
| said: 

It won't help. 


Roshi didn’t laugh. 


ip THERE WERE NO PAINTINGS 


Hv there were NO paintings in the world, 


maine would be very important 
Game with my songs 


since th 
Well toward the back 
ctimes | would see a woman in a magazine 


Som 
Humiliated in the technicolour glare. 

| would try to establish her 

In happrer ¢ ircumstances. 

Sometimes 4 man. 

Sometimes living persons sat for me. 

May | say to them again: 

Thank you for coming to my room. 

| also loved the objects on the table 

Such as candlesticks and ashtrays 

And the table itself. 

From a mirror on my desk 

in the very early morning 

| copied down 

Hundreds of self-portraits 

Which reminded me of one thing or another. 


The Curator has called this exhibition 
Drawn to Words. 


| call my work 
Acceptable Decorations. 


ic is not the case, let us make haste to get in line 
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and now that | kneel 


ay the edge o! m 
roug 


Vv years 
ly the mirror of love 


Let me fall th 
at | Know 


the snow 
ht that’s above 


and the things th 
ret them drift like 


Let me dwell in the lig 


in the radiant light 
Where there's day and there’s night 


And Truth is the widest embrace 


That includes what is lost 


includes what is found 
What you write and what you erase 


when will my heart break open 

be born 

kable suffering 
t is torn 


And 
when will my love 
In this scheme of unspea 
Where even the blueprin 


Revised May 27, 2016 


our suntans ate not e 
nous 


DEPRIVED 


Deprived of Sahara’s company 
| looked around the room 

and spied her purse 

at the foot of the chair 

| went through every item 

Ina little notebook 

written with an eyebrow pencil 
| found the very poem 

which you are reading now— 
the writing smudged 

but word for word: 

“Straighten up, little warrior,” it ended © 


“It’s not t as though y you 
wasted your life 
by loving me.” _ 
MO gufts 
; “ba aby what you do to me 
th $ momind baby baat You oo to, we 


doesnt even 
jookK Le me 
wart to wnté 
a “love sang” 
{he {f¢ead- 
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FULL EMPLOYMENT? 
For VR (1978-2000) 


a called 
Vanessa | ( see you in windows 
all the way from Toronto that op / 
; CN SO wIde 
She said that | 
. | , there’s nothing beyond them 
t nr | 
could count on her and nothing inside 
i ever | was down and out 
After | hung up the phone You take off your sandal 
idals 
| played 
p - ; you shake out your hair, 
/ 
i" six-holed wooden flute your beauty dismantled 
she gave me 
g | and worn everywhere 
on the occasion of our parting. 
| figured out the fingering The story’s been written 
and | played it better The letter’s been sealed 
than | had ever done. You gave me a /il 
y, 
Tears came out of my eyes but now it’s a field 


because of the sound, 

and the recollection 

of her extraordinary beauty 
which no one could avoid, 
and because she said 

a song had gone missing, 
and | had been selected, 
out of all the unemployed, 
| had been selected 


to recover it. 


ee ee ee 


| HEAR THE TRAFFIC 


| hear the traffic 
On the Main 
Love my coffee 
Lave Charmaine 


Another day 
To rise and fall 
Make a buck 
Start and stall 


| love Charmaine 
Her heart is kind 
I'm still a fool 

She doesn’t mind 


Her eyes are grey 
But when I’m mean 
Her eyes display 
A shade of green 


February 26, 2000 
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HOMAGE TO MORENTE 


When | listen to Morente 

| know what | must do 

When | listen to Morente 

| don’t know what to do 

When | listen to Morente 

My life becomes too shallow 

To swim in 

| dig but | can’t go down 

| reach but | can’t go up 

When | listen to Morente 

| know | have betrayed 

The solemn promise 

The solemn promise that justified 
All my betrayals 

When | listen to Morente 

The alibi of my throat is rejected 
The alibi of my gift is overthrown 
With six impeccable threads of scorn 
My guitar turns away from me 

And | want to give everything back 
But no one wants it 

When | listen to Morente 

| surrender to my feeble imagination 
Which itself has surrendered long ago 
To the Great Voice of the Taverns 
And the Families and the Hills 
When | listen to Morente 

| am humbled but not humiliated 

| go with him now 

Out of the darkness of what | could not be 
Into the darkness of the song | could not sing 
The song that hungers for an earthquake 
The song that hungers for religion 

Then | hear him begin the great ascent 

| hear Morente’s Aleluyah 

His thundering murderous serene Aleluyah 
| hear it rise to the impossible occasion 
And pierce the ordinary ambiguities 

With the sharpened horns 


Of his own inconceivable ambiguities 


- 


His cry his perfect word pitched against 

The baffled contradictions of the heart 

Wrestling them embracing them 

Strangling them with a jealous conjugal desperation 
And he hangs it there beneath his voice 

Above all the broken ceilings 

The disappointed sky 

His voice escaped from the mud of hope 

And the blood of the throat 

And the strict training of the cante 

And he hangs it there 

The Kingdom of Morente 

Which he does not enter as Morente 

But as the great impersonal anointed Voice 

Of the Taverns and the Families and the Hills 

And he takes us there 

By the bleeding finger by the throat by the soiled lapel 
Takes what's left of us 

To his Kingdom 

the Kingdom of Poverty he himself established 

The only place we want to be 

Or ever wanted to be 

Where we can breathe the childhood air 

The unborn air 

Where we are nobody at last 

Where we cannot go without him 

Long live Enrique Morente 

Long live the Family Morente 

The dancers the singers 

The disciples of the Taverns and the Families and the Hills 
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HOMAGE TO ROSENGARTEN 


If you have a wall, a bare wall in your house 

All the walls in my house are bare 

And | love the bare walls 

The only thing | would put up 

On one of my beloved bare walls 

Not beloved 

It doesn’t need beloved 

It doesn’t need an adjective 

The wall is fine as it is 

But | would put up a Rosengarten 

A Rosengarten produced with a wooden 

Comb and black ink 

Going nowhere forever in a swirl of indelible parallel curves 
Is it a letter or a woman? 

It is another perfect startling black letter in a word 
Among hundreds of words 

In a continuing Rosengarten epic that celebrates 
mankind's holy and relentless desire for itself 

Your heart is the same as the white paper 

Upon which the woman is so carefully splashed 
Both need her in order to become significant 

If you had a vast white wall 

And if you hung hundreds of his commanding women in a row 
You would not have to study the calligraphy 

For very long 

To understand and to forgive yourself 

For falling in love so often 

And for championing our mysterious and radiant race 


And it would silence whatever foolish argument 
About beauty 


You had been tricked into embracing 


And it is the same with a piece of furniture 
| have one or two wooden tables 

That | bought for a song long ago 

I’ve polished them for years 

And | don’t want anything on them 

Except elbows a plate and a glass 

But | have a Rosengarten on one of them 


Because a Rosengarten celebrates the wood it stands on 
Because it is made with the same mind 

That made the table a hundred years ago 

The mind of honour and skill and modesty 

That patiently manifests an artifact 

Of unutterable usefulness 

You would have to live with a Rosengarten 

To know how useful it is 

As useful as a table or a wall 

To serve your helplessness 

To locate your “wrecked life” in a room 

You have forgotten to explore 

Just as there is no extra word in a great poem 
In a Rosengarten 

There is no extra volume 

There is no gesture, no conceit, no winking eye 
Soliciting a compliment 

It is as it is 

Respectful of the tradition from which it arises 
But independent of it too 

It stands there surrounded by the room 
Establishing second after second 

New alarming original friendships with the air and the light 
Which the room so deeply needs 

To irrigate and refresh your struggle 


And if you have a garden or an acre 

And you want it to flourish 

Place a number of Rosengartens here and there 

His great commanding Asherahs 

The streamlined female presence 

Which men and women sought and worshipped 

In the “high places” of the Bible 

And still do today 

As we walk hand in hand 

Through the bewildering and shabby insignificance 
Of our official corrected public and private daily lives 
And here She is: 

Fully born from herself 

Urgent and accommodating 

A thrust of polished energy that does not cut the air 
But softens it and ignites it softly/easily[?] 
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mple stone staircase 


Offered up on 4 © 
masterpiece of escalating harmony 


Which in itsell ts 


1'M ALWAYS THINKING OF A SONG 


I'm always thinking of a song 
For Anjani to sing 

it will be about our lives together 
It will be very light or very deep 
But nothing in between 

| will write the words 

And she will write the melody 

| won't be able to sing it 
Because it will climb too high 
She will sing it beautifully 

And I'll correct her singing 

And she'll correct my writing 
Until it is better than beautiful 
Then we'll listen to it 

Not often 

Not always together 

But now and then 

For the rest of our lives 
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ROSHI’S POEM 


Whenever | hear 
The edgeless sound 
In the deep night 
O Mother! 

| find you again. 


Whenever | stand 
Beneath the light 
Of the seamless sky 
O Father! 

| bow my head. 


The sun goes down 
Our shadows dissolve 
The pine trees darken 
O Darling! 

We must go home. 


Tr. Leonard Cohen 


KANYE WEST IS NOT PICASSO 


Kanye West is not Picasso 

| am Picasso 

Kanye West is not Edison 

| am Edison 

| am Tesla 

Jay-Z is not the Dylan of anything 

| am the Dylan of anything 

| am the Kanye West of Kanye West 

The Kanye West 

Of the great bogus shift of bullshit culture 
From one boutique to another 

| am Tesla 

| am his coil 

The coil that made electricity soft as a bed 
| am the Kanye West Kanye West thinks he is 
When he shoves your ass off the stage 

| am the real Kanye West 

| don’t get around much anymore 

| never have 

| only come alive after a war 

And we have not had it yet 


Montreal 15, 2015 


33 


OLD FRIENDS 


An old man tells his friend (over the telephone) that 
he is going to shule that evening. It is a broken- 
down shule in a hostile black neighbourhood in Los 
Angeles. There is never even half a minyan (ten 
men). The worshippers are old, the prayers are badly 
spoken, the place is drafty and full of shabbiness 
and lumbago. The old man is inviting his friend to 
laugh with him over the wreck of a failed spiritual 
adventure, an adventure in which both of them once 
cherished the highest hopes. But his friend does not 
laugh. His friend becomes Nachmanides, the 
Bodhidharma, and St. Paul all rolled into one religious 
accountant. “You should not have told me that you 
were going to shule. You lose all the merit you 
would have gained had you remained silent.” What? 
Merit? Silence? Who is the old man talking to? 
That’s rich. His friend is rebuking him for boasting 
about his piety, but he lets it go (sort of). After 

they say goodnight, the old man puts on his robes, 
which don't fit so well now that he’s given up 
smoking. There is an almost full bottle of Prozac on 
his night-table. He bought the refill a couple of 
months ago, but almost immediately stopped taking 
the pill. It didn’t work. Hardly anything works 
anymore. You can’t even tell your friend (over the 
telephone) about your lumbago without getting a 
lecture. At least his dentist didn’t reproach him 

when he went back last week. After two years’ 
absence and a rotting mouth which everyone 
(dentist, assistant, himself) could smell when the 
scraping started. His dentist was an old man too. 
“Let’s tackle this,” was all he said. The old man ties 
the strings of his robe and puts on all the lights in 

the house (so he won't get robbed again). He drives 
into the war zone, locking his doors on the way, and 
he parks in the courtyard of the zendo (it isn’t really 
a shule). Eunice is there. She’s been there for 
twenty-five years. “At my age,” | heard her say the 
other night, something about how easily she catches 


cold now. Koyo is there. | forget his Christian name 


The fingers of his right hand are swollen from a cat 
bite. Infected. He fumbles with the incense. Eunice 
sneezes and coughs and hacks. A police helicopter 
drowns out the chanting. The place is freezing. Just 
the three of us. The fluff is coming out of the 
cushion, just like the juice is coming out of this 
story, and I’m not pissed off at you anymore either, 
Steve. And what is more, old friend, you have a 
point. You have a point. 
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THE APPARENT TURBULENCE 


You were the last young woman 
to look at me that way 

When was it 

Sometime between 9/11 and The Tsunami 
You looked at my belt 

and then | looked down at my belt 
You were right 

It wasn’t bad 

Then we resumed our lives. 

| don’t know about yours 

but mine is curiously peaceful 
behind the apparent turbulence 

of litigation and advancing age 


WATCHING THE NATURE CHANNEL 


the boredom of God 
is heartbreaking 
fiddle fiddle fiddle 
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THE CREATURE 


the creature who says 

“me” and “mine” 

need not bend down in shame— 
along with lakes and mountains 
the ego is created 

and divine 


THE INDIAN GIRL 


You're waiting. You've always been waiting. It’s nothing new. You've waited 
whenever you wanted anything, and you were waiting when the kettle sang to 
the canary and the Indian girl let you make love to her secretly before she died 
in a car accident. You were waiting for your wife to become sweet, you were 
waiting for your body to become thin and muscular, and the girl from India, in 
her apartment on Mackay Street, she said, Leonard, you've been waiting for me 
all afternoon, especially when we were all listening to the canary in your wife’s 
kitchen, that’s when it really got to you, the three of us standing in front of the 
cage, the kettle whistling and our great expectations for the canary, the song that 
was going to lift the three of us out of the afternoon, out of the winter— that’s 
when the waiting was too much for you, that’s when | understood how deeply 
and impersonally you desired me, and that’s when | decided to invite you into 
my arms. Supposing she said this to herself. And then | drove her home and she 
‘nvited me up to her apartment and she did not resist my profound impersonal 
affection for her dark unknown person, and she saw how general, how neutral, 
how relentlessly impersonal was this man’s aching for her—and she took me to 
the green Salvation Army couch, among the student furniture, she took me be- 
cause she was going to die in two weeks in a car accident on the Laurentian 
highway, she took me in one of her last embraces, because she saw how simple 
| would be to comfort, and I was so grateful to be numbered among her last 
generous activities on this earth. And | went back to my wife, my young wife, 
the one who would never thaw, who would bear me children, who would hate 
me for one good reason or another all the days of her life, who would know a 
couple of my friends a little too well. We stood, the three of us, listening to the 
duet of the canary and the kettle, the steam clouding the windows of our 
kitchen on Esplanade, and the Montreal winter shutting everything down but the 
heart of hope. Mara was her name, and she came to visit us, as we made visits 


in those days, driving through the snow to meet someone new. 
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E 
MARY FULL OF GRAC 


You step out of the shower 
Oh so cool and clean 
Smelling like a flower 
From a field of green 

The world is burning Mary 
It’s hollow dark and mean 


| love to hear you laugh 

It takes the world away 

| live to hear you laugh 

| don’t even have to pray 

But now the world is coming back 
It's coming back to stay 


Stand beside me Mary 

We have no time to waste 

The water’s not like water now 
It has a bitter taste 

Stand beside me Mary 

Mary full of grace 


| know you have to leave me 
The clock is ticking loud 

| know it’s time to leave me 
The time has come around 
My heart has turned 


to weaponry 
That’s why my head 


is bowed 


40 


Stand beside me 
We have 
The anim 


Mary 
No time to waste 


al is bleeding 


flower jg disgraced 


“Me Mary 


THE LOS ANGELES TIMES 


The Los Angeles Times 

is going to be read 

by aman named Carlo. 

He will die carrying his wife 
(who cannot use her legs) 

to the bathroom. 

| will sit in the sun 

writing about them. 

My dog will die, 

my hamster, my turtle 

my white rat, my tropical fish 
my Moroccan squirrel. 

My mother and father will die, 
and so will my friends Robert and 


Derek. 
Sheila will die 
in her new life without me. 
My high school teacher will die, 
Mr. Waring. 
Frank Scott will die, 
leaving a freer Canada behind him. 
Glenn Gould will die 
in the midst of his glory. 
Marshall McLuhan will die 
having altered several meanings. 
Milton Acorn will die 
just after putting out his cigar 
on my carpet. 
Lester B. Pearson will die 
wearing the bow tie of Winston 
Churchill. 
Bliss Carman will die 
before | learned about his loneliness. 
The Group of Seven will die 
having made some places famous 
where | used to camp, 
where | pitched my tent 
and gutted fish 
in the loving sight of Anne of Carlyle. 


My brother-in-law, 

the most eminent of all Frequent Flyers, 
he will die a True Son of the Law 
and leave my sister 2 million miles. 
It doesn’t matter 

that all these deaths occurred 

long before | prophesized them. 
History will overlook 

the tiny glitches in sequential time 
and concentrate 

rather 

on my relentless concern 

with matters mostly Canadian. 


Terrace of Medical Building, 
November 15, 1999 
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you WANT TO STRIKE BACK AND YOU CAN’T 


, want to strike back and you can’t You're tired and it’s over 


You 

And you want to help but you can’t And you can't do any more 
And the gun won't shoot That’s what this silence 

And the dynamite won't explode That's what this song is for 

And the wind is blowing the other way 

And no one can hear you And you can’t explain any more 
And death is everywhere And you can't dig in 

And you're dying anyhow Because the surface is like steel 
And you're tired of the war And all your fine emotions 


And you can’t explain one more time —_Your subtle insights 
Your famous understanding 


You can’t explain anymore Evaporate into stunning 
And you're stuck behind your house —_—(To you) irrelevance 


Like an old rusted truck 


That will never haul another load | don’t remember when 
| wrote this 
And you're not leading your life It was long before 9/11 


You're leading someone else's life 
Someone you don’t know or like 
And it’s ending soon 

And it’s too late to begin again 
Armed with what you know now 


And all your stupid charities 

Have armed the poor against you 

And you're not who you wanted to be 
Not remotely he or she 

How am | going to get out of this 

The untidy mess the untidiness 

Never to be clean again or free 

Soiled by gossip and publicity 
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WHEN YOU WAKE UP 


When you wake up into the panic 

and the tulips from Ralph's 

have almost had it, 

why don’t you change the water 

and cut the stems, 

maybe find a vase a little taller 

to help them stand up straight? 

When you wake up into the panic 

and the Devil’s almost got you 

to throw yourself off the cliffs of religion, 
why don’t you lie down 

in front of the ferocious traffic 

of your daily life 

and get creamed by some of the details? 


December 13, 1993 
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WHEN DESIRE RESTS 


You know I'm looking at you 
You know what I’m thinking 
You know you're interested 
| am very skillful 
You will forget that | am old 
unless you want to remember it 
unless you want to see 
what happens to desire 
how free it becomes 
how shamelessly involved in love 
for every woman 
and her stockings. 
When desire rests, 
it is signaled by two people 
far away on a green blanket 
(or is it the flowers of moss), 
two people waving from a distance 


stretched out like things 
that have to dry 


with tender smiles on their 

little round faces; 
waving at desire 
as it rests in the foreground 
foothill-shaped, peaceful, 
devoted as a dog made of tears. 
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WHAT IS COMING 2.16.03 


what is coming 
ten million people 
in the street 
cannot stop 


what is coming 
the american armed forces 
cannot control 
the president 
of the united states 
and all his counselors 
Cannot conceive 
initiate 
command 
or direct 


everything 

you do 

or refrain from doing 
will bring us 

to the same place 
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your anger against the war 
your horror of death 


your calm strategies 

your bold plans | 
to rearrange the middle east | 
to overthrow the dollar 


to establish the 4th reich 


to live in love 

to silence the jews 

to order the cosmos 

to tidy up your life 

to improve/reform|?] someone 
else’s religion 

these are merely | 
your activities | 
dear dying friend 

you have no understanding of 

nor control over 

the consequences 

of what you do 


oh and one more thing 
you'te not going to like 
what comes after America 


yirat. 19 coming 
ten myken peop Ne 
in the stteet 


what is coming 
the American Amed Forces 


it 
of ow counsele 7s 


cannot Concervl 


{y the same f Kad 
the place we do 


at’ fi od against the war 
gon h of death 
out calm sivaradies 
at beld plans 


to Te avv ange 
ene middle east 


te suerthras the doNar 
te establish . 
che 4% Rec 

be kyo forever 

ts silence the Bu/$ 
to ovdew the Cosmos 
4 1id4 vy yoo “fr 
taimprove aolcg ium 

7” 2 
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WHAT | DO 


It’s not that | like 

to live in a hotel 

in a place like India 
and write about G-d 
and run after women 
It seems to be 

what | do 


SCHOOL DAYS 


| headed the school 

| was the school head 
John was the arms 
Peggy was the ass-hole 
and Jennifer the toes. 


| loved the asshole best. 1 byaatay oe og Se fae 


the secet 


grenymaty UF 
ofa! rere mee 


In my striped football sweater 
and in my v-neck hockey shirt 
| was a sight. 

No wonder Peggy fell 

under my influence. 

Until the accident. 

Then | lost her. 


Flags wave and banners ripple. 
All is lost for the visiting team. 
There | am in a bad seat 
scowling at our victory. 

| cannot take my eyes off 

her little bouncing skirt. 

I'm talking about the cheerleader 
named Peggy. 

That was forty-seven years ago. 
The Past. 

| never think about The Past 
but sometimes 

The Past thinks about me 

and sits down 

ever so lightly on my face— 


And me and Peggy 

and John and Jennifer, 
Our scarves in the wind, 
We're speeding 

in the family roadster 
to someone's house 

in Nantucket 

and | can walk again. 


 _—e 
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THE FLOWERS HATE US 


the flowers hate us 

the animals pray for our death 
as soon as i found out 

i murdered my dog 


now i knew what they were up to 
the daisy the iris the rose 

why there was no peace among men 
why nothing worked 


there is no going back 

throw out your friend’s bouquet 
kill the animals all of them 

but don’t eat their meat 


now that i know what they’re thinking 
their sex organs in the air 

their stinking fur 

and their tug at the heart 


what they would do to us if they won 


how great it will be without them 
just getting on with our short lives 
which are longer than theirs 

and until now, sadder 


the flowers hate us 

the animals pray for us to die 
as soon as i found out 

i murdered my dog 


They hate us 

They pray for us to die 
Wake up America 
Murder your dog 


UNBIBLICAL 


| thought I’d get away 
But now | have to stay 
| think I’d better say: 
As usual 


It wasn’t up to me 


| heard the stern decree Wy i ( (~ baw ts 


| wasn’t meant to be et out 

That beautiful AC easel? 

Some people catch the bus 

They’re luckier than us 

In spite of all the fuss / ain. 

They’re credible \a 
Se 


They want to get on board 
They don't like to be ignored 
They're children of the lord 
They’re terrible 


You've heard this all before 

| had some but they had more 
| was rotten to the core 

But merciful 


And that was my mistake 
| didn’t kill the snake 

| gave the snake a break 
Unbiblical 


WINTER ON MOUNT BALDY 


It’s winter on Mount Baldy 
The monks are shoveling snow 
It’s swinging free, the Gateless Gate 


But no one seems to go 


It’s cold and dark and dangerous 
And slippery as a lie 

Nobody wants to be here 

And me, Id rather die 


All the food is second-hand 
And everyone complains 

The priceless shit of yester-year 
Is frozen in the drains 


It’s winter on Mount Baldy 

The monks are shoveling snow 

It’s swinging free, the Gateless Gate 
But no one seems to go 


Forget about your purity 

Your blemishes and stains 

You want to climb Mount Baldy 
You're going to need your chains 


It’s cold and dark and dangerous 
And slippery as a lie 

Nobody wants to be here 

Some say they'd rather die 


You had the Himalayas 

And the great Tibetan plains 

You want to take Mount Baldy 
You're going to need your chains 


August 21, 2015 


DOESN’T MATTER 


it doesn’t matter darling, 

it really doesn’t matter, 

and i don’t say 

it doesn’t matter, 

in order to hurt you into feeling: 
that it DOES MATTER, 

that it REALLY DOES MATTER. 


not at all, 

not at all. 

i stand beside you 

in the midst of this vast enterprise 
of human activity and desire, 
deafened by the noise 

of my own heart, 

twisted by an appetite 

for justice and for peace, 

and i look at you, 

the one i tried to love, 

the one who tried to love me, 
and it comes to us 

from the place where we began, 
the place where we will end, 

a voice that includes 

your voice, and my voice, 

and we are 

gathered together, 

we are born together, 


and we die in each other's arms, 
and it is heard as a mighty voice, 
or a gentle voice, 

a whispered voice, 

or a thundered voice, 

above all, 

the voice that we most 
desperately 

long to hear, 

it is the voice that can forgive us, 
and it says, 

it doesn’t matter 

darling, 

it is the truth, 

the truth of all forgiving. 

Listen now. Listen from 

the wreck of your baffled love. 

It is the truth, 

the very truth 

of all forgiving. 

It doesn’t matter darling. 

It really doesn’t matter. 


Revised May 27, 2016 
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GRATEFUL 


The huge mauve Jacaranda tree 
down the street on South Tremaine 


in full bloom 
two stories high 

It made me so happy he has faumaris lay a. 
And then HEH defen f 
the first cherries of the season to Shi le ee \ 
at the Palisades Farmers Market ws (I LA 

Sunday morning everyone a —~ 
“What a blessing!” he is a tefclar , 
| exclaimed to Anjani Father Teresa 


And then the samples on waxed paper 
of the banana cream cake 
and the coconut cream cake 
| am not a lover of pastry 

but | recognized the genius of the baker 
and touched my hat to her 

A slight chill in the air 
seemed to polish the sunlight 
and confer the status of beauty 

to every object | beheld 
Faces bosoms fruits pickles green eggs 
newborn babies 

in clever expensive harnesses 
| am so grateful 
to my new anti-depressant 


ANTIQUE SONG 


Too old, too old to play the part, 
Too old, God only knows! 

I'll keep the little silver heart, 
The red and folded rose, 


And in the arms of someone strong 
You'll have what we had none. 

ll finish up my winter song 

For you. It’s almost done. 


But oh! the kisses that we kissed, 
That swept me to the shore 

Of seas where hardly | exist, 
Except to kiss you more. 


| have the little silver heart, 

The red and folded rose. 

The one you gave me at the start, 
The other at the close. 


He waited for you all night long. 
Go run to him, go run. 

I'll finish up my winter song 

For you. It’s almost done. 


so 


